Drive my dead thoughts over the universe 
Like withered leaves to quicken a new birth! 
And, by the incantation of this verse, 


Scatter, as from an unextinguished hearth 
Ashes and sparks, my words among mankind! 


—Shelley, “Ode to the West Wind” 


Cover design and drawings by Roderick Cambridge 
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A Brief Remembrance 


by Rodrigo Diaz (junior) 


And souls born of dead morality and human feeling 

Merged in the summertime heat. . . 

A young man’s eyes, icy vacuum to which wisdom flowed, 
Gazed into a savage soul, mashed cities. 

His twisting body, art and spectacle, exorcised 

The demons to create a new consciousness. 

Illuminating beyond all means, the Flame extinguished itself. 
In death, he became the Lord he celebrated. 


! 
! 
On a desert highway tears ran on a child’s face, 
! 
‘ Now youth throws roses on the grave of an Oedipus. 
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A TRIBUTE TO JAMES THURBER 


by Lee Brill (senior) 


Twenty-eight thousand fathoms under the sea and with little 
oxygen left, Ryan Marshall bravely continued his rescue at- 
tempt. He was the only hope for eleven men trapped in a crip- 
pled submersible. The remote - controlled arm on his sub was 
bulky and difficult to maneuver. The hatch of the submersible 
was the only thing he could grasp with the powerful hydraulic 
arm. A strong current was no help either. 


Clamp! He was able to make the connection. He started his 
ascent to the surface, the submersible in tow. Only thirty 
seconds... 


“Ryan. Ryan Marshall. Eat your peas,” his mother squawked. 


“They're soggy,”” he complained as he picked up his fork. “I 
don't like soggy green peas.” 


“If you don’t eat them, you'll have to go to your room,” she 
answered. 


“IV11 go to my room,” Ryan barked while maintaining a de- 
fiant smile. He paced to his room and flopped down on his bed. 
The light directly above him reminded him of the sun... . 


“Break off! Break off!” his wingman yelled. “Bogey on your 
tail.” 


“| see him,” Ryan coldly replied. After one defensive move 
Ryan was out of danger. He now was in pursuit of the enemy. 
“Rat-tat-tat,” and his flaming prey fell from the sky. “Iced 
another one,” Ryan mumbled to himself. Ryan climbed and 
rejoined his formation. 


“Nice shooting, Captain Marshall,” one of the men said. 
Ryan replied, ‘Thanks, kid.” 
The formation took a north by northeast heading and... 


“Get up,” Ryan’s mother exclaimed. “Didn’t you hear your 
alarm clock ring?’ 


“Oh, sorry, Mom,” Ryan said with a yawn. He walked into the 
bathroom and splashed water on his face. He looked at his 
reflection in the mirror. . . 


His glimmering armor shone in the dim sunlight of the dawn. 
Sir Ryan Marshall, honorable knight in an enchanted kingdom, 
was off to save a kidnapped maiden. 


As he approached the castle on foot, he could hear the 
maiden screaming ‘‘Help! Help!’”” He fought past the guards at 
the entrance and ran to the castle’s tower. 


“Unhand her!” he exclaimed. . . 


“Ryan. You better hurry. You'll be late for school if you 
don’t,” complained his mother. 


“Bye, Mom. | love you,” he said as he departed for school. As 
he stepped out the door, a car sped past... 


His hand tightly gripped the steering wheel of his formula 
race car. Heat from the overworked engine brought the cockpit 
temperature to nearly one hundred degrees. A twelve-hour race 
like this seemed only mildly tiring to veteran driver Ryan 
Marshall. 


“Got to pass Humphries if | want to win,’” he thought as he 
downshifted and braked for a hairpin turn. He was now in hot 
pursuit of his opponent and rival, Jeff Humphries. ‘Final lap. I'll 
have to get him on the back stretch,” Ryan said to himself. As 
he approached the stretch, he inched nearer and nearer to 
Humphries’ car. He slid inside to pass... . 


Honk! Honk! “Get out of the street, kid!’’ screamed the 
slightly antagonized truck driver. 


“Sorry, sir,’” answered Ryan, continuining his walk to school. 
He jumped the fence of the city park to take his short cut to 
school. As he walked down the path, trees and heavy foliage 
handicapped his vision. . . 


“That lion could be anywhere,” he thought aloud. It had been 
a long time since he had stalked big game in the jungles of 
Africa. He trudged on, cutting a path through vines and grasses. 
Stopping to wipe the sweat from his forehead, he heard the 
snap of a twig. The lion was only a few feet away. Ryan turned 
and faced the charging lion. He confidently shouldered the gun 


Bam! The door of the schoolhouse shut. Ryan stood up for 
the pledge. His adventures for the morning were done. 


Gleaming Drops of Fire 


by Richard Solomon (freshman) 


Spark 


Bluish-white, brief 


Crackling, sizzling, electrifying 
A bright point of light on a wire 


Spark 


Patternless, unharmonious 
Plinking, plunking, clanking 
Twang, clatter — drum, roll 
Flowing, relaxing, refreshing 
Structured, harmonious 


Symphony 


The Sage’s Sight 


by Steven M. Bath (senior) 


Oh learned Master, show me wisdom’s source. 

My mind awaits your christening blow 

To launch my search for whys that prove my course. 
Life’s length cuts short how far my bow will probe. 
Beneath the squinted brow of an old salt’s eye 

Is strongest vision. Give to me this sage’s sight. 

| yearn today to know all truths, all lies. 

Give way, thick night; | seek the hidden Light. 

“In life you learn the throes and must endure; 

In death you'll know all truths, a wealth untold. 
It’s now in tender growth your mind matures 

To face the rigors randomly bestowed 

On each so bound by life’s confusing knot. 

Avoid the noose and live by what you’re taught.” 


My Car’s Engine 


by Michael Evans (senior) 


My car’s engine runs nothing like it should. 

A barn has less paint than my car does rust. 

If | could buy a new car, | think | would. 

| watch Porsches with jealousy and lust. 

A match lights more road than do my headlights. 
A chimney makes less smoke than my car makes. 
When | accelerate, it bucks and fights; 

It grinds, stutters and protestingly shakes. 

You can tell where it’s been by the oil stains. 

My car is about ready to be junked. 

It caused me to feel heavy mental strains 

When it passed inspection rather than flunked. 
At least it’s mine and it gets me around, 

And it’s worth its weight in gold pound for pound. 


Internal Order/External Border 


by Dale Bohannon (senior) 


Losers walk the street 
Children learn the beat. 

It is easy to retreat 

From the challenges we meet. 


The nature of the beast 
Dictates we do the least. 
Individuality has ceased, 
Collectivism from the East. 


Each just getting by, 

We know how, but don’t try. 
Most live to die— 

It makes me want to cry. 


Massive potential wasting away. 
Intellectual wasteland, mental decay. 
A new order must make way 

To insure humanity’s future day. 


The old order ripped asunder, 
Remove the spell we are under. 
Let them hear the thunder! 

We will rule, but not plunder. 


Apollo, Dionysus, Cygnus—heed our call. 


Our world mediocrity will not befall. 
Seldom can | recall 
Mankind giving its all. 


The struggle will never subside. 
We run, but cannot hide. 

In gods men confide, 

On earth men collide. 


Integrity will be our goal, 

Something institutions long ago stole. 
We will not plunge into the hole. 
Exalt the external soul. 


Accepting responsibility for the now and here, 


Each person to endear 
Himself to a cause without fear 
Of puncture from the ancient spear. 


Thinking men will find 

Reasons for action, not blind. 
Disembowel the collective mind 
Progress shall be defined. 


Intelligentsia our creed, 

A sensitized public indeed. 
Bureaucracies will heed, 
The people will feed. 


Past mistakes, we shall atone. 
No thoughts lain in stone. 
Justice being full known, 
None will ever bemoan. 


Gone is the altruistic shark 
Lighted for the dark, 
Progress to disembark, 
Civilization will hark. 


Each being true to his own cause. 
Life without need for applause, 
Escaping the enslaving jaws 

Of popularity’s artificial laws. 


Individual thoughts, collective action, 
Finally attaining satisfaction. 

Immune to public reaction, 

Leading one’s own faction. 


“Morality” to be perpetuated, 
None will remain inundated. 
The issues debated, 
Dichotomies will become faded. 


Limitations will not exist, 
The positive will persist. 
Comprehending the gist, 
The negative is ludicrous. 


The individual, they cannot impugn. 
Come late or come soon, 

Their eternal ruin 

Will precipitate the tune. 


As one reaps, he shall sow. 
Responsibility all to know. 
Thyself, to be the foe, 
True freedom to bestow. 


Bring forth the eternal debate. 
Mankind will not wait 

To prescribe its fate. 

The time is growing late. 


Devonna stares 


and stares behind a wildflower tangle 


separating petals in fdyembar s dimbie breezes “ 


eyes so brown and blessed as to 
camouflage her : 
face 

Devonna wears 

a web of hair a hellion disheveled 


sings an unsung ditty and rolls over on her youth 
imitating sparrows in a wave of oleander : 


lies so white and tepid as to 
pacify the 
truth 
Devonna feels 
the earth below ‘her 
feels the fallen day 
Devonna feels 
the mirth inside her 
feels no other way 
Devonna feels 
the years before her 
feels them blow away 
Devonna feels 
the night unseal her 
Devonna steals 
away 


OUT TO THE ELDERS 


by Michael Comiskey (sophomore) 


“Then all his fellow citizens shall stone him to death. Thus 
shall you purge the evil from your midst, and all Israel, on hear- 


ing it, shall fear.” — Deuteronomy 21:21 


Mrs. Porter’s sweet autumn song was all one could hear in the 
aging grey house at the end of Merrimac Street. It was a lovely, 
odd house — not only was there a porch up front and down 
back, but on both sides as well. Elise Porter was singing in her 
lovely, odd voice, which might remind one of a young boy’s, 
strange though it may be. Just like in a church choir. 


The notes scattered as they fled like flames through the large 
dragon-mouth window into the warm, dark air. This end of town 
would be warm till Judgment, most had said. Taking the bend 
up ‘round Merrimac Street one would think it was another state, 
for he’d be on the northwest side of town. There, up on the 
ridge, the winds cut through the trees and raped the warm cur- 
rents that drifted up from town. 


Burnett came downstairs to the parlor where his mother was 
singing ‘Green dish... green dish . . . damn, where is it?’’ He 
rooted for the match dish and, finding it, slid back up to his 
room. His room was one of six upstairs, but only his was still oc- 
cupied. Five rooms; they had seen good things — bassinets and 
Bibles, pennants and pajamas, and mirrors. All were empty and 
blind now. 


Of all the rooms, Burnie’s was the dimmest and messiest. He 
kept it that way. The only light was from his clock radio and the 
sole street lamp below. ‘This is WMAN, the big man in Mer- 
rimac County. Tomorrow it should go up to around... .” The 
radio burned and churned on, on, on. Burnie gazed through his 
open dragon-mouth. A short white collar rose to rub against the 
rough skin under his jaw. He struck a match on the outside sill 
and his last Lucky blew heavy smoke into his musty cell. He 
hummed and then mumbled a song with “the big man’, and as 
it faded so did his patience. 


The vine-covered criss-crosses were rickety but he made it 
down without incident. Dragging himself across last spring’s 
grass, he broke into a running shuffle as he met the dusty clay 
road. He approached the poorly lit building and pulled the door 
open. He heard glasses clinking and knew he was really home: 
The Printing Press, a dingy bar adjacent to the newspaper of- 
fices. He ordered his usual and as it emptied he saw his closest 
friend — the reflection looking up from under whiskey and ice. 
Burnie continued to get printed and pressed and afterwards, he 
sashayed home like a pompous king. 


The waning moonlight found no crown near the motionless 
and not-so-pompous mass that lay on his back in Burnie’s front 
yard. Lying across the front of his not-so-white shirt was the 
overturned trellis and his neatly turned-up collar was not-so- 
neatly turned down. A gurgling voice sang the glories of its con- 
dition, which was not so good, but he was also not so uncomfor- 
table that he couldn’t sleep. 


Elise Porter was a God-fearing woman and she accepted the 
burdens that He’d given her. There were five major ones that 
she could recall. Five of her six children had died, so she felt 
very strongly for Burnett. He was her sixth burden but she loved 
him more than ever. Often she thought of the empty rooms and 
the bassinets and the Bibles. For many days she had rocked and 
thought in her redwood chair and for many days she had cried. 
The fading wallpaper ran away and jogged back as she rocked 
and thought again. Wishing to think of better things, she 
reached for the Merrimac Monitor and pain grew behind her 


quivering eyes. Reading the humorous daily saying and 
chuckling nervously, she watched the dark dots accumulate as 
her daily tears came down. “Those things sure are funny, heh, 
heh, real funny,” she said to herself as she dried her eyes. 


Burnie opened his sticky blue eyes. Looking at the fan spin- 
ning, he thought he saw it miss a turn. Up he rose as he thought 
of his hate for those hangover tricks that his mind played on 
him. His head wasn’t clear yet, but he dashed to the bathroom 
to spew last night’s whiskey. At last he was awake. Scratching 
his sore rear, he fought with his corduroy pants. 


“Hey, hey, Burn! Move yer bones, boy, lest we be late!” re- 
sounded the reedy voice of Gin Morton. Gin was Burnie’s oldest 
chum and every Saturday they went, with Eric and Pearly, down 
Merrimac Street, twice out of sight, to Wilken, the only other 
town in Merrimac county. Burnie was moving though one 
wouldn’t have thought so to look at him. After the usual “slimy 
drunk” comments, Burnie told Gin to shut up. That quick, reedy 
voice was enough to put him six feet under. But Saturdays 
weren’t for arguin’ . . . they were for walkin’, restin’, laughin’, 
but most of all, for playin’ cards. 


By five o’clock they were burnt out, both of energy and 
money, so they headed to Pearly’s house for the night. Pearly 
Hatchett was a ruddy eighteen-year-old who lived in Wilkin. By 
most standards Pearly was a scoundrel. He was_ best 
remembered for the time he accidentally shot his sixth grade 
teacher in the knee with a pellet gun, and at school to boot. 
Needless to say, it got him thrown out of school and out of 
many friends’ houses. Parents hadn't liked him much since, you 
understand. 


There was but a quarter moon left and the young poker faces 
had long since been removed. They lounged like fat kings on 
Pearly’s back porch. Rather, one fat, pompous king and three 
little clowns. The adequate screens and overstuffed cots made 
it a pleasant but shabby bedroom. By this time they were fairly 
drunk but Burnie could move better than he had earlier. In fact, 
if one hadn’t known better he probably would have thought 
Burnie had the St. Vitus’ dance. He always was impatient and 
half mad with anxiety. He wanted some action, so he proposed 
that they have some fun at Reverend Jade’s parish just down 
the road a mile. 


Rev. Pyramus Jade was not the sort of man to make an enemy 
of. He was the county’s last damnation-is-certain preacher and 
he wasn’t keen on liquor, to say the least. They bounced down 
the stony road with paint brushes and cans of red paint hot for 
mischief. 


The little church was only as white as the night sky made it. 
During the day it stood grey and ugly, not unlike the Rev. Jade. 
They peered in the back window as his sermon began. He stood 
tall and stately and voices cut off sharply upon his appearance. 
At first his speech was urbane and he was very calm but he grew 
progressively louder until his throat welled unknown rage. They 
had never seen such a tirade, except in the movies of course. 


They moved around to the side of the church and put their 
brushes to work. Gin stepped back to survey their work and in 
doing so, knocked the stack of paint cans over. Crashing 
together, they made enough noise to be heard over one of Rev. 
Jade’s quieter moments. This interruption was ill-received by all 
inside, especially Rev. Jade. The four would have made an at- 
tempt to escape had they not been laughing so hard and they 
would not have been laughing if they hadn’t been drinking. 

(continued on p. 24) 


TWENTY-FIRST 
CENTURY MAN 


by Jonathan Parmer (senior) 


Jason Saunders kicked at the fine blue dust of the Verdechi 
desert of Betelgeuse 7. He raised his helmeted head and stared 
out at the huge red giant of the Orion cluster that was this 
world’s sun. It had been a long day’s work. Sixteen hours of 
analysis and measurement had worn Jason to a tired mass of 
flesh. 

It would all be worth it, though. Terra needed new colony 
worlds and it was Jason’s job to make them. The old earth scien- 
tists had overestimated the number of unpopulated inhabitable 
worlds in the galaxy, and when the time came to leave Terra, 
there was no place to go. All the worlds they encountered, dur- 
ing those first explosive years of space travel, had either been 
inhabited by low-tech life forms (making them exempt from col- 
onization by U.N. resolution 2610) or the dead worlds of post- 
nuclear holocausts. 


Jason had been a biology major at BU when Dr. George Zim- 
merman, in conjunction with a covert UN/NASA project, 
developed the NOVA fusion-powered, hyperlight stardrive. 
Soon the entire world could have access to the farthest reaches 
of space. It was a joyous time Jason recalled. Suddenly 
everyone was applying himself to the space explosion. Jason, 
not to be left behind, enrolled in the Physics/Biology course and 
began to study the problems of planetary revitalization. 


He graduated with honors in 1991 and enlisted in the UN 
Science Corps right away. It was a worldwide commitment by 
that time. The United States claimed all rights to extrasolar ter- 
ritory and the Soviet Union retaliated by taking Iran and Iraq in 
one fell swoop in the first years. But the UN, in a surprise power 
play, mobilized twenty million soldiers and retook all occupied 
land of all nations. The U.S. and the U.S.S.R. first threatened 
nuclear strikes but the UN held firm. Thus a nuclear end to the 
reign of man was averted. 


Meanwhile, Jason had been stationed on Alpha Centauri 
Prime, a large artificial space outpost in a densely populated 
system. Terra, as it was now called, was overpopulated and in 
desperation had built thousands of these stations around 
various planets. They served the interim until one, carrying over 
two million people, crashed into Beta Centauri 4 resulting in a 
nuclear war between the three opposed nations on that atom- 
age world. This so shocked Jason that he asked to test his 
radical theory of planetary revitalization on a test world. The 
UN agreed. 

On March 19, 1997, on the empty plains of Mars, Jason 
Saunders became a god. He fired up the multi-gigawatt ASTRA 
generators and converted Mars into a fertile garden of Eden in 
nineteen and one half months. The world lauded him as their 
greatest hero and commissioned him as their savior as well. It 
was a post he gladly accepted. He set out with his world-making 
gear and began to save a race from extinction. 

Jason looked skyward again. Stacy, his wife, came out to him. 

“This is the largest world yet, Jason,” she said. ‘Now maybe 
we can go back to Terra. The children really want to see your 
home.” 

He smiled at her blue eyes so clear through her faceplate. 

“Yes, we can go home for a while. I’m only forty-two and 
have spent more of my life away from earth, | mean Terra.” He 
sighed, sounding like a hurricane in doing so. 

How would things be now? He mused. What would earth, 
Terra, have become? He stared at the shape of Betelgeuse 6 in 
the night sky. It had died a death of nuclear fire early in its life. 

Jason took Stacy’s hand and walked back. He shuddered a 
moment and, not looking back, picked up Stacy and carried her 
back home, to earth, to Terra. 


The Passage of Time 


by Daniel R. Comiskey, Jr. (senior) 


The passage of time 

Is one day read by everyone. 
There is meaning 

Between the lines 

Of old age and a young woman’s face. 
There are questions 

In each sentence 

Given to the living on death row. 
There are endings 

And periods 

In a person’s life of wasted time. 


Time Passes 


by Mark Thomas (freshman) 


12:34 

The radio is playing 

a record | bought when | was twelve. 
It’s a love song. 


A dictionary lies open on 
the bureau. 
Hundreds of words are at my disposal. 
So why do | use weak words 
when no one listens? 


12:35. 
I’m still here 
| still breathe. 
What does it all mean? 


Everywhere people breathe, 
but only | feel myself 


breathe, 
and only | feel myself 
exist. 
12:36 
I still breathe 
do you? 


Has anything changed? 
Do you still love me, 
or will you always hate me? 
Has the paper curled yet? 
Has it turned yellow? 


2a 7. 
Three minutes have passed. 
Where have | gone? 
The radio is still playing my song; 
it’s a love song. 


I’m still breathing, 
Are you still breathing? 
The dictionary still lies open. 
| still exist 
and always will. 


Tragedy 


by Dale Bohannon (senior) 


Tragedy, 

Run from me. 

On fleeting feet 
Outdistance my pace. 

On the wings of a gull 
Soar to another place. 
Remain an elusive enigma 
In every way. 

Let me and mine have 
Our day. 


Mes Amis Perdus 


by Mike Quigley (senior) 


Mes amis perdus d’autrefois 

Ne disparaitront qu’avec moi 

Leurs visages lumineux annoncent leur presence 

En memoires remplis avec leur essence 

Messagers de douleur, ils ne voient pas 

La tristesse que leurs esprits instillent en moi 
Inspiration avec tristesse, de regret un tintement 
Leur enlevement de ce monde me hante maintenant 


On A Clear Night 


by Daniel R. Comiskey, Jr. (senior) 


In your eyes the sun forever shines, 

Leaving the rest of the world to the moon. 

On a clear night | can hear your voice beneath the calm, 
Very gentle and very clear... calling my name. 

Echoes of the stars awoke my clouded eyes... 

You vanished as my dreams departed in the birth of dawn. 
Only this newborn babe remains between us.. . 

Until his cries cease and he lies slumbering in the cradle of night. 
Night settles in her nest and nurses her tattered wings .. . 
Gone are the terrors of daylight, of consciousness 

And the moon whispers softly to me in my dreams. 


SANDCASTLES 


by Matt Costa (junior) 


| used to stroll down the beach when | wanted to get away 
from those towering stacks of schoolwork. The water there was 
soothing and | can remember the feeling of freedom | would get 
out of that short span of time. The sunlight alone was enough to 
give me a new meaning for my work — a reason to push on. | 
used to stroll down the beach. . . but that was before the acci- 
dent. 


It was out on the beach that | met the old man. He was a 
lonely old codger and, by all appearances, a vagrant; but, as | 
would later learn, things are not always what they seem to be. 
No matter what time of day, or how unpleasant the weather 
might have been, there would be the old man, huddled in a 
trench he’d dug, busy at work, building a sandcastle. With ar- 
tistic patience, he would trim and scale, pat and nudge, until at 
last what he had yielded was no longer a million individual 
grains of sand but one single work of art. At first | found myself 
pitying the old man for accepting such an insane challenge as 
to continually tempt the tide with such a vulnerable treasure. 


Curious as | was, | took up alongside him, helping him on his 
useless endeavor. Having learned his very secrets, | soon rose to 
mastery of his art, only to find myself in that net of despair for 
which | had before pitied the old man. And every day, as the 
tide came in and stole our newfound treasure, the old man 
would simply sit back and stare out toward the horizon... as if 
he were surprised... as if he had hoped . . . that perhaps this 
time... it wouldn’t. 


| can remember the glow on that foolish face, the day | told 
him | had been accepted to law school. It was with high hopes 


that he dedicated that day’s work to my dream — a dream 
which would last about as long as that sandcastle. | was ac- 
cepted to law school... but that was before the accident. 


| didn’t get much of a chance to see him after it, but | knew 
that he was still out there, working like clockwork, building 
those towers with such great care and diligence, to the minutest 


of details . . . each fortress still greater... still more beautiful 
than the previous one... only to suffer the same fate as its 
predecessor. 


It is only recently that | realized the wisdom of that old man’s 
obsession .. . only recently that | stopped pitying him for the 
life which befell him and began admiring him for the life he had 
chosen... It is only now that | realize that by no means was his 
task worthless .. . that there was some meaning . . . something 
of importance in his work, 


Just yesterday | got word that the old man passed away. He 
died in his sleep in some nursing home. Somehow | feel he 
wouldn’t have wanted it that way. The old man probably would 
have preferred dying on the beach, next to a sandcastle, only to 
roll out with the tide and not be a burden to anyone... but he 
was... and he should have been. 


No, | never got a chance to go to law school — the tide of 
misfortune took that away from me just as it took everything 
the old man did... and eventually him. And when | get that 
feeling of regret, as | often do, | think back to the day the old 
man erected a castle, just for me. 


“Maybe,” | whined, as the tide drew out my priceless monu- 
ment, ‘it just wasn’t good enough .. .” 


“Perhaps, now it is better off...” Hf 


He Shook... 


by Matt Costa (junior) 


He shook . . . with every icy breeze and with every 
penetrating snowflake his teeth chattered, his heartbeat sped 
up, and... he shook. The frigid air nipped at Jack’s neck, send- 
ing a cold sensation down his spine. In all his eighteen years 
Jack had never felt so cold. . . so alone. 


ad 


He shook again. ‘Stop it, dammit!” Jack cursed. He 
remembered how he had stopped yesterday. Bob had told him 
that it was just the cold weather that made Jack shake so 
violently. “Everybody gets a little jittery the first couple 
days... you'll get used to it,” Bob said, “b’sides, you’d haveta 
be dead not to feel it.” Why was it Jack felt absolutely no com- 
fort in this last thought? The tremulous private could not pic- 
ture his more experienced corporal with a case of the jitters... 
but then again, he couldn’t picture him dead either. 


He shook again .. . Jack clutched his rifle tightly. ‘On patrol 
ya only got one friend,” Sarge had told him, ‘‘an M-16.”" With his 
raspy old voice Sergeant Dowdy had also offered his own 
philosophy on the jitters — “yellow fever” he called it. “Once 
ya come face to face with death, so close ya can taste blood on 
the end of that barrel, ya ain’t never gonna shake again, and 
that’s the only cure | know for it.” With such undeniable 
wisdom, Jack could now easily understand why the rest of the 
squad had dubbed their fearless leader “Rowdy Dowdy.” 


He shook again... this time butting himself with his rifle as if 
to reprimand his treacherous body. The whistling winds around 
Jack made such a deafening noise that he could scarcely hear 
himself think. Then Jack got one of those feelings... the awful 
paranoid kind that one receives this close to the front. Over the 
faint clamor of mortar fire, he heard a slight slush. The sonorous 
sounds of the wind seemed to quiet for a moment as if to let 
Jack hear the one noise... . a slight noise which echoed in Jack’s 
ears ... a noise which sounded very much like someone losing 
his footing in the snow. Assembling all his courage, Jack dared 
to turn around. And gazing at a snow-covered silhouette, Jack’s 
eyes grew wide. There stood public enemy number one... a 
communist... a red devil. Jack had heard all kinds of stories 
about these sadistic barbarians, but never had he come face to 
face with one. Jack pulled his rifle closer to his line of vision, 
squinted his eye, and... and shook. ‘Do somethin’, dammit!” 
his heart cried out. “Run!” .. . “No, you idiot,” his mind yelled 
back, ‘‘shoot the bastard!’’ Confused, Jack stood there frozen, 
except for his constant shaking. The snow cleared before the 
figure, and Jack immediately spotted the youthfulness of his 
rival, “He’s only a kid! .. . like me.” For minutes upon minutes, 
the two boys stared at each other. Jack gazed beyond the 
uniform... gazed beyond the communist .. . gazed upon the 
devil which he thought never could have been present in such 
innocence. When Jack had finally transcended all that he had 
heard, he saw aman... nothing more . . . nothing less. 


The ground began to vibrate as the mortar fire grew closer; 
yet both men, deep within their new discovery, did not notice. 
And then it hit. With a force greater than a ton of bricks cast 
upon unknowing spectators it hurled the two men through the 
air. 
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When Jack awoke, he found it impossible to move his legs. 
The snow around him had been covered with a thick tapestry of 
blood... blood that wasn’t Jack’s. Shifting his body around he 
discovered his new acquaintance lying motionless on his back. 
Disregarding the pain that surged through the lower half of his 
body, Jack pulled himself closer to his friend. Jack was relieved 
to find the soldier still conscious. Though wounded much worse 
than Jack, he wore a complacent grin as he gazed at Jack... 
happy that at least one of them would live. Glancing at where 
the shell had hit, Jack soon realized that the man lying before 
him had shielded most of the deadly shrapnel from Jack. “You 
saved my life,’” Jack said, though sure the soldier could not 
understand English; yet the dying man nodded as if he 
understood Jack. Reaching up, he grabbed Jack’s hand, and 
with a shaking gesture squeezed it firmly. But the grasp grew 
weak and lifeless until it felt colder than the snow around them. 
“No,” Jack whispered, ‘“NO!!” 


After several minutes Jack finally let go of the hand. Strain- 
ing forward, he scooped up the bloody snow and threw it upon 
the corpse... scooped up and threw . .. scooped up and threw. 
And in the midst of he burial Jack stopped in utter 
amazement... Jack no longer shook. After a short pause he 
once again went about his task. 


And hearing the sounds of mortar fire closing in on him once 
more, he continued his work. For it was not that he had gotten 
used to the cold or because he had met death face to face... 
He no longer shook because he no longer cared. Jack Roberts 
no longer cared .. . and in the numbing coldness of war, he no 
longer shook. 


he is a romeo 


by Daniel Vilmure (senior) 


He is a romeo 
limbo in gray hair 
he doesn’t know just why 
he doesn’t know 

He is a shaveless and 

craveless curmudgeon 
dodging the darkness in 

white long-agoes 


Wires of frazzle 
and whiskers of tangle 
whisper for Angel 
and she appears 
all wrapped in a waltz-step 
and trapped in a smile 
hers is a visage 
dazzled by youth 


He can’t remember just 
who he is where he is 
why he is what he is 
how he is “is” 
She is the reason why 
he is still even ‘‘is’” 
for he sees how she was 


when she was then. 


Song and Dance 


by Daniel R. Comiskey, Jr. (senior) 


The old man works a melody 

A violin held tenderly 

‘Neath weathered hands 

Not always so, 

A soft beige in 

The candle’s glow. 

The maestro weeps as he plays 

A cadence from his schoolboy days, 
Which soon evokes 

The memory 

Of dancing days 

And his Marie. 

The fire’s warmth upon his face 
Has labored long to dry the trace 
Of tears shed for 

Lost innocence, 

When music dwelled 

In elegance. 
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THE THINGS OF A CHILD 


by Mark Thomas (freshman) 


The teenager’s room was silent. In the room were things of 
the teenager's childhood: old toys, unfinished model airplanes, 
and an infinite variety of stuffed animals. Toys that he had cried 
for when he was a child now stood silently on his shelves. 
Replacing these irreplacable objects of his past were records, 
Playboy magazines, and an eight-hundred-dollar stereo system 
that rocked the house when it was operating. The walls didn’t 
hold his favorite teddy bear posters any more. They held Chery! 
Tiegs and Ozzy Osbourne instead. 


But behind the records, behind Van Halen and behind his 
favorite Ozzy Osbourne records there were toys. Toys of a past 
life that he had failed to call his own. The teddy bear was still 
smiling happily; he had no choice. The paint-by-number picture 
of Mickey Mouse was looking sadly at the inside of the 
bookshelf. Realizing no one was in the room, the teddy bear 
started to talk to the mouse. 


“Hey, Mickey.” 

“Yeah, Pooh, what’s up?” 

“Where'd he go?” 

“I dunno. | think | heard he was out on a date with some girl.” 


“Yeah, that figures... he’d leave us here while he’s out hav- 
ing a great time. I'll bet he doesn’t even think of us now that 
he’s in high school,” Pooh said angrily and sadly at the same 
time. He had spent countless days in the back of this bookshelf, 
and he felt as helpless as he was. The years of stillness and the 
dust that settled on his head made him cry. However, his maker 
sewed a smile on his face, so he smiled without choice. 


“Yeah, | know what you mean,” the mouse said. ‘He used to 
be so nice to us. He’d talk to us and he’d sleep with you and 
everything. Now he’s got so many records in front of us, he can’t 
even see us any more. Doesn’t he know that we’re always ready 
to play with him?” 


“You don’t have to tell me about it,” the model car cut in. 
“About four years ago he started to build me, and he couldn’t 
wait to get done with me. But then he threw me up on this shelf 
with you guys. | sure wish he’d finish me someday.” 


The car frowned sadly and closed its eyes. 


“Hey Mickey,” Pooh said, “Remember when he bought us at 
Disney World?” 


“| sure do. There wasn’t a happier soul in the world than me 
when he pulled me off the shelf and waved me in front of his 
mother’s face and said, ‘Aw c’mon, Ma, please buy it for me.’ 
And then she put me in her bag and then you got put in too, and 
we went home. It was sure a good day... way back then.” 


“| wonder why he forgot about us so suddenly?” the bear 
said. “He was so happy to have us at first. Why couldn’t he 
always be happy with is? He’ll probably never play with us 
again... ever. We might as well go to sleep and never wake up 
again. I'll bet he’d be sorry then.” 
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“Ill bet he’d be sorry then, too,” the car said softly. “If | had 
ever been finished, I’d just drive out of here with you guys on 
my back.” 


“Yeah, that would sure be great,” the bear said. 


The Lego block figure of a man was standing quietly in the 
corner, and no one had noticed him until he spoke. 


“Hey, guys,” he said. “Guess what | heard.” 
“What?” they all said at once. 

“| heard he is gonna throw us all out tomorrow.” 
“Oh no!” 


“Oh yes,” the Legoman said. “His mother kept yelling at him 
today telling him to get rid of us, so he said he would do it 
tomorrow.” 


They were all silent for several minutes. 
“| hate her,” the car said. 
The teddy bear frowned . . . he had no choice. He felt sad. 


“Why doesn’t he do something to save us?” the painting said 
with tears in its voice. But no one answered. 


“We might as well go to sleep,” the Legoman said. ‘We can’t 
do anything about it now.” 


“Yeah... good night, Mickey,” the car said. 
“G’night, Mr. Car,’” Mickey said. 

“Night, Legoman,” the bear said. 

“G’night, Pooh,” he said in return. 


They all slept, and the room was silent once again. 
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The side of the truck read: Pittsburgh Sanitation Department. 
It roared up to the house marked Jones. At the end of the 
driveway stood a trash can. It was full. Inside, a teddy bear 
frowned. Inside, a Legoman cried. Inside, a toy car closed its 
eyes forever. And inside, a happy Mickey Mouse frowned. They 
all felt the jolt of being lifted suddenly off the ground and 
thrown into the back of a grinding garbage truck. 


“C’mon Eddie, let’s move it!” the garbageman hollered to the 
front of the truck. ““We’re running late already.” 


The teddy bear screamed, but he went unheard. The 
Legoman fought to get out, but he was crushed. The painting 
cried loudly, but he was drowned out by the roar of the truck. 
And the model car tried to drive out of the giant jaws of the gar- 
bage truck, but he failed to do so, and the truck drove away. 


Bob’s Briefs 


by Robert Wilson (junior) 


Squirrels 

God’s creature 

perched in a towering oak 

blow him out of his fur with a .357 magnum. 


Punk Rock 


Airplane Crashes 


Explosive orgasms of flame 
countless men and women scream 
as they are charred beyond recognition. 


Raucous, loud music 


raise a ruckus 
bust some heads. 


The Ayatolla 

Old, bearded fool 

holding Americans hostage 
show him your chagrin 
separate his head from his ass. 


My Opinion of E.T. 


by Tom Hanniff (senior) 


Although | have many opinions (more than you'd probably 
care to “shake a stick at” if it is your misfortune to be so in- 
clined), | find none more defensible than my view that anything 
with a neck like E.T. (including the little green “love child” 
himself) should be decapitated. Why this personal outbreak of 
violence toward those of the elongated-neck persuasion, you 
ask? (Go ahead, ask me. Don’t be no fraidy cat.) | opine that 
such animals (for who would dare profane them as vegetables?) 
are aesthetically unappealing. 


Where does E.T. get off having a neck strikingly similar to a 
garden hose? | obviously don’t know. Do you? Does anyone you 
know know? Do you know anyone whose great-grandfather 
knew someone who ate lunch with someone else who knew? | 
think not. Of course, this string-bean neck supports a head 
analogous to nothing less than Plymouth Rock. As my uncle 
once said (to everyone’s delight), “E.T. has a head and neck like 
my shower massage.” Not surprisingly, no one laughed then 
either, but in my mind it’s still a perfectly delightful remark and 
my uncle is to be congratulated. 


Yet | am not here to write about uncles and their perfectly 
delightful remarks but rather to give my opinion (in specifico, 
my highly defensible one of why E.T. and his ilk deserve our un- 
mitigated disgust and, ultimately, the blade). Such malforma- 
tions merit all of this and more, with a large amount of public 
humiliation thrown in for good measure. 


Although my detractors point out that more people can 
recognize E.T. than George Bush (the Vice-President of our 
country, you might recall), | can only point out that Mr. Bush 
displays a normal (within the limitations of that word) ap- 
pearance whereas E.T. is a monstrosity on whom, if given the 
chance, | would “void my rheum.,”’ 


You may feel my persuasive dissertation is marred or even 
(God forbid) invalidated by the fact that | have not seen (or 
rather, subjected myself to) Spielberg’s latest celluloid sleeping 
pill. Yet | feel “space age” gimmickry and classic utterances 
such as “penis breath” lack any semblance of pertinence to my 
coherent argument and, until proven otherwise, | will continue 
to voice the previously mentioned coherent argument. 


Heavy-metal Rock ‘n’ Roll 


#%@*$! 

Grating and loud 

nerve-racking noises 

simplistic trash. t 


Back With You 


by Andy Schultz (sophomore) 


My blood a pumpin’, boilin’ hot, 

So involved you can’t break my thought. 
Now his turn, and | look at you, 

Sort of smile. You look at me too. 


Interrupt our minute affair — 

Just a moment, then you’re not there. 
My night is over, drawn to end — 
Wait, | see you, around the bend. 


Chorus 
Living, dreaming, it has no meaning. 
When can | believe it is, was, all true? 
Seeing, believing, your image is crumbling. 
When will | be back? be back with you? 


Our eyes meet, beyond them | see 
Someone who'll bring me to my knees. 
Reach out, | want to be your friend. 
You respond, seems you condescend. 


We left that place and cruised the town. 
| made my move, you made no sound. 

| didn’t even know your name, 

But you went on and played your game. 


Chorus 


And then | woke up in a daze — 
Everything was lost in a haze. 

The meaning in the wind might blow. 
| guess your name |’Il never know. 


Chorus 
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* %& & Winner of The Lyre’s Prose Competition * * * 


HOOLIGANS 


by Daniel Vilmure (senior) 


Big fat rainbowed rainclouds on the window sill. Zephyr 
checks them for leaks. He doesn’t touch ‘em, mind you, he just 
checks ‘em. He holds one chubby thumb between his glass eye 
and their rubber bellies and says, “Nope nope nope nope 
nope.” Trudy says Zephyr’s stupid ‘cause if they had holes 
there’d be like a little leak or a trickle or you could just tell 
because they'd be skinnier than they should be. Zephyr tells 
Trudy she talks too much and then, once she’s left to bug the 
other team about filling the balloons too tight, he tells me that 
he thinks Trudy’s a spy. My own baby sister! 


“Zephyr Hill, what do you mean Trudy’s a spy?”’ 


His name’s funny and | don’t understand it but Mom says 
that’s because | haven't lived in Florida long enough. 


Mom says sometimes parents can be very cruel. 


“Don’t get sore,” he says, “it’s just a hunch. But she is best 
friends with Ryan’s sister Debbie.” 


“Says you,” | say, ‘cause | know my little sister. “She ain’t 
best friends with Ryan’s sister Debbie.” 


“Ts too.” 
“Ts not.” 
“Is too.” 
“Is not.” 
“Tool” 
SNoule 
too!” 
“Not!” 
cINOtiS 
“Too! —shut up, Zephyr!” 
Zephyr laughs his stupid head off. | wait for him to stop 
laughing. 
“How,” | say, “do | know you’re not a spy, big shot?” 


“Cause | ain't,” answers Zephyr. ‘And how do | know you’re 
not a spy?” 


This | try not to think about but do anyway and wind up feel- 
ing stupid. 


“Zephyr... just shut up.” 


Zephyr Hill’s got hair like a girl. I’m surprised he doesn’t tie it 
up in ribbons. It’s real long and brown and straight and | swear 
he’s never seen the inside of a barber shop in his entire life. 
Once he said if you got your hair cut it’d start to bleed but | just 
ignored him ‘cause he didn’t realize how stupid what he said 
really was. What | should do is get Trudy to give Zephyr a big 
fat pink ribbon but then he’d probably punch Trudy and then I’d 
have to punch him and then we couldn’t be best friends 
anymore and I'd be stuck inside playing Leggos with Trudy all 
day long. 
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“Okay, Zephyr, you paid for ’em (Zephyr’s got money coming 
out of his ears), you get first pick.” 


Zephyr strolls back and forth the porch terrazzo like Perry 
Mason making a witness cry. He eyes the blue one, the red one, 
the yellow one, the green one, and then the pink one. 


“Ill take the pink one,” says Zephyr. 
“Gawd! The pink one?” 


“Yep, the pink one. See?” He takes it in his hands like it’s a 
time bomb or something, his breath clicking tick-tick-tick. You 
should see the look in his eye. “It’s just ready to explode. | can 
tell—hear it? Tick-tick-tick-tick-tick-tick-SPLASH!” 


Zephyr curls up in laughter like some kind of leech upside 
down in the sunlight. He’s really a spaz. | lift him up, brush the 
dirt off of him. 


“No wonder you flunked first grade.” 


“I know.” He tries to straighten his face, his guardian angel 
tugging it one way, Zephyr tugging it the other. ‘It’s just when | 
laugh it feels so good | don’t wanna stop.” 


| point to the pink water balloon with crud and who-knows- 
what all over it. 


“You almost busted that thing!’’ 
Zephyr shrugs. Sometimes he’s too much for me. ‘So?’ 


“So you almost busted it, Zephyr. Geeez!”’ 
Zephyr starts to leave. 
“Hold on,” | say. “I haven’t picked my balloon yet.” 


“Oh,” Zephyr mumbles, “sorry,” real polite then, “g’ahead,” 
all the while sucking on the nipple of the dirty pink balloon like 
a little baby pig. 


“You're gross-as-all sometimes.” 


| choose the green one. Not because it’s the best one and not 
because it’s the biggest one but just because green is my 
favorite color. Zephyr knows | have no choice in the matter. 
Sometimes you just have to. 


“OK,” says Zephyr, ‘‘come on!” 


We tear off through the backyard and clear the picket fence 
like pros and some long black lizard (they’re poisonous, you 
know) does push-ups on the fence post, its neck sticking out like 
a slick slice of orange. 

It’s gotta be at least 150° in the shade and my face isn’t swea- 
ty but I can see these silver threads of heat before my eyes. That 
tells me it’s really hot. We’ve only cut through about ten 
backyards but I’m already worn out. Zephyr’s even more worn 
out than I am ‘cause his face is all purple and puffy and now 
and then he turns back and looks at me like he’s about ready to 
die or something but he doesn’t say a word ‘cause he’s so em- 
barrassed. | just collapse beneath Mrs. Hardenburgh’s ligustrum 
and save Zephyr the trouble. 


— 


He doubles back and collapses beside me. 


“Tired, are ya, Hutch?” says Zephyr, which is a cheap as all 
thing to say considering he was more tired than me to begin 
with. 


“Tired? Mee” 

When Zephyr starts to laugh | hit him in the shoulder, real 
soft. But he rubs it like | meant it. 

“Hey!” he shouts. ‘“What was that for?”’ 

“Nothing.” 

Zephyr may be a spaz and all but when it comes to War he’s 
the best. He knows just where Ryan and Willie hide and just 
where they keep their stash. He also knows how to tie a water 
balloon just right so it won’t break when you bring your arm 
back to throw it. Before Zephyr came, Ryan and Willie and 
myself used to war with pinecones but once | got nailed in the 
lip and just bled all over the place. It didn’t hurt real awful but 
there was a ton of blood and it made Ryan and Willie sick as all 
so we said forget the pinecones. Willie said I’m a hemophiliac. 


When Zephyr moved to the neighborhood he told us we 
should war with water balloons ‘cause it’s a lot more fun and a 
lot less dangerous and the rules were cake. We tried it and he 
was right. But pretty soon Ryan and Willie, who always tied 
their balloons so loose they never broke, wanted to start using 
pinecones again. | said it was OK by me (just to get ‘em to stop 
their bitchin’), and Zephyr said it didn’t make no never mind to 
him neither except when War was finally declared and the 
pinecones came flying Zephyr ducked behind a trash can with 
one hand over his good eye and the other tossing pinecones, 
trembling like a wet cat, blind to the entire world, never ever 
really knowing just where he was throwing the little ammo we 
had. | told Ryan and Willie about Zephyr and they said for his 
and the summer’s sake we’d better stick with water balloons. 


“Guess what?” | say to Zephyr. 
“Wut.” 
“That’s what.” 


| smile and Zephyr smiles back and pretty soon he’s doubled 
over. Good ole Zephyr. It doesn’t take much to make him happy. 


Beneath Mrs. Hardenburgh’s ligustrum summer doesn’t seem 
so full speed ahead. It’s all slow motion. Hidden from the heat 
and hidden from the grown-ups and hidden from all the other 
things that hamper a good time, the tree’s knotted fingers hold 
us close. Through the holes in the leaves, nibbled invisible by 
rare American Bugs (or Japanese Butterflies, which weren’t 
nothing but ugly orange caterpillars that carried a mean sting) 
we spy at the world like private detectives. Even old lady 
Hardenburgh, who'd burn the ligustrum down with us inside of 
it if she knew we were on her property, can’t see us as we rest, 
sinking deeper and deeper into the cool of the shade. 


Zephyr and | must have metal tepelathy. 


“Hey!” we say, almost at the same time, with eyebrows sky- 
bound and Saturday morning lightbulbs floating above our 
heads. ‘This could be our stash.”” 


A stash is a hiding place for your water balloons. 


Zephyr and | agree that, instead of on the window sill, Mrs. 
Hardenburgh’s ligustrum would make an excellent stash. | tell 
Zephyr that if he runs back and gets the water balloons (pack 
‘em in a pillowcase) I'll dig a damp hole for them to hide in. | 
can tell he doesn’t want to go all the way back but he does 
anyway, without so much as a peep of complaining. | notice 
him rubbing his shoulder as he takes off pigeon-toed into the 
distance. 


The ground beneath the ligustrum is soft and diggable and 
the black dirt feels at home beneath my fingernails. | figure the 
hole should be about a foot deep and a foot wide so the 
balloons have room to breathe. 


Four or five inches into the ground the dirt turns clay-beige. 
This stuff’s usually real tough on your hands, scraping your 
fingers raw unless you have a fork or dinner knife to help. But 
for some reason, this dirt’s different. My hands plow through it 
with no trouble and the hole grows wider, almost as if the spot 
at which | dig has been recently dug before. 


Now and then | turn around with eyes peeled for Mrs. 
Hardenburgh, but | figure she’s most likely tucked safely inside 
with her TV blaring and some of that crude strudel she dishes 
out every Halloween fat upon her lap. She’s really a nasty old 
lady with five zillion chins and baggy clothes and eyes that look 
you over like some fish that needs cleaning. Mom says Mrs. 
Hardenburgh used to be real young and good looking but then 
Mr. Hardenburgh died (I'll give you three guesses why) and she 
got the way she is. | told Mom that | couldn’t feel sorry for Mrs. 
Hardenburgh because the same thing (kinda) had happened to 
her (Mom) and she didn’t get mean or fat. Mom said I'd better 
be nice to Mrs. Hardenburgh anyway because she’s running out 
of money and her cat Pandora just died and also because she’s 
ten times as big as | am. Mom’s real smart sometimes. 


Suddenly, the stash almost completely dug out and me 
wondering what in the world’s taking Zephyr so long, my fingers 
scrape against something hard and slick and wooden, like the 
seat of a piano bench. Immediately | think Mrs. Hardenburgh 
isn’t so poor after all. My hands hurry to free the whatever-it-is, 
my head over my shoulder in case Mrs. Hardenburgh appears, 
axe in one hand, strudel in the other. 


| hook my fingers beneath the corner of the whatever-it-is and 
lift. 


It’s a box. Real fancy, too, with roses carved on the sides and 
cool-as-all engravings zipping about. This is too good to be true, 
| think, laughing, seeing jewels and one-hundred-thousand- 
dollar bills Superman-style through the lid. | wish Zephyr were 
here. When | lifted, | remember, something seemed to sag, to 
pull away. It felt heavy and settled and secret and dangerous 
and | sure wish Zephyr were here. He wouldn’t believe my luck. 
Maybe | should wait for him? | rub my hands together, twirl a 
make-believe mustache. Maybe | should wait. Years pass by and 
the lid remains untouched and the leaves on the ligustrum have 
died and blown away ‘cause all the shade is shadeless and I’m 
burning up inside with sweat streaming down my face and darn 
it Zephyr | can’t lift the lid by myself you should be here to 
help. Once | open it the secret will vanish and the surprise will 
die and darn it Zephyr where are you? Years and years and years 
and I’m an old man for Pete’s sake Zephyr I'll give you ten lousy 
seconds starting now: Ten, nine, eight, seven, six, five, four, 
three, two, one, one-half, one-quarter (Zephyr), one-eighth, one- 
sixteenth, one-thirty-tooth, zero! 


And that’s when It happened. 


It happened when | hit zero; when | opened my eyes and 
grabbed the sides of the box; when | swallowed my breath and 
hoped for the best; when | began to lift, It happened. On my 
shoulder, that’s where | felt It. Sitting like a frog, It was sweaty, 
warm; It was fat and nervous. | didn’t know what It was but It 
was there. | thought It must be Zephyr. He has a chubby little 
slimy old paw fresh from totin’ water balloons and he’s trying to 
scare me. Fat chance, Zephyr, the day you scare me is the day | 

. make the Sign of the Cross with one hand and put the box 
back with the other and feel It which is there now tighten as | 
turn to see It which squeezes my shoulder sore and lifts me ‘til 
I’m tiptoed and then It is saying It which pinches me blue and It 
which is old and fat and shrill screaming: 


“You! You! You! What the hel/ are you doing in my yard, huh? 
What the hel/ do you have to say for yourself?” 


1...1... was just... 1 was tired andwe... 
“Who the hell is we? Wait! —don’t tell me, you’n’that Zephyr 


+ ht?” 
trash, right? (continued on p. 16) 
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Right-no! Zephyr ain’t trash, ma’am, he’s my friend... we 
were just... tired and...we... just... 

“Just what? Just what!”’ 

| reach down still swinging from her sweaty hand and manage 
to grab Zephyr’s pink balloon. | hold it between her face and 
mine as if to say ‘See? See?” but she doesn’t se2 at all so | drop 
the balloon broken on the ground and my eyes are free to see 
hers so old and sunken and suddenly tears above that which 
was all mouth. She looks from me to the hole to the box to the 
hole to me and what was once drizzle is now cloudburst as she 
cries out and lets go of me and falls beside the hole stroking the 
box as if it were alive. She rises. She takes ahold of me once 
more, her tears newer and stinging-red, her pup-tent face tight 
and furious, her brow bent and wet with anger. She slaps me 
hard and says: 


“Damn you!” 
And a sudden splash of water. 
It is Zephyr. 


“Bullseye, you old bitch!’”” he bellows and yanks me away 
with pillowcase under one arm and me still rattled ‘neath the 
other. “Hurry, Hutch, hurry!” and all | hear is her in the distance 
howling ‘Hooligans! Hooligans! Hooligans!” 


According to the basketball pole in Zephyr’s driveway, it is 
noon. 


No way. It’s years past noon. 


I’m on one side of the rotting pole, butt on the concrete, feel- 
ing like a fool; Zephyr’s on the other side, butt on the lawn, feel- 
ing like a hero. 

The hero speaks: “We have to get back at her.” 

“No.” 

“We have to.” 

ENO 

“She slapped you, Hutch.” 

“| know. It hurt like hell.” 

“WIL bet it did—that’s why we have to get her.’ 
| shake my head. “No. We can’t.” 

“Why not?” 

“She was—we were in her yard, Zephyr.’”’ 

“So? We weren’t doing nothin’ wrong.” 

“Yes we were.” 

“What?” 

“Digging.” 

“Digging? A lousy hole, Hutch. A lousy hole! That was all.’ 


“No.” | lean around the pole and look him straight in his good 
eye. “That wasn’t all.” 


The eye lights up. Bottle Rockets the night before. Lady 
Fingers too mean to mention. “No?” 


“No.” 
“Well,” he says, “telllll me about it.” 


| consider this for a moment, then stand up. | revolve around 
the pole as | tell my story. 


When it has ended, Zephyr jumps up like he’s on fire. 
“That's great!” 
“No it isn’t.” 
“It’s her money!” 
“No it isn’t.” 
(continued on p. 17) 
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Orphan Dawn 


by Daniel R. Comiskey, Jr. (senior) 


Echoing daylight, 

Lingering moonlight, 

Hear the silent footsteps of dawn, 
Whispering shadows, 

Slumbering meadows, 

As the river of night flows on. 

An unfinished dream, 

An unmended seam, 

In the fragile fabric of night, 

And orphan dawn, 

With mother gone, 

Colors his world with golden light. 


Stains 


(anonymous) 


A new fabric is born. It’s clean, like a virgin. 
But when it gets stained, Mother grabs the detergent 
And the stain goes away. 


As it grows older and encounters more dirt 
Mother clutches and scrubs it till you know it must hurt 
But not all of the stain goes away. 


The fabric gets old, or so the young folks say, 
So daughter scrubs it and wrings it till 
it’s wasting away 
But the stain doesn’t go away. 


The parts of the fabric are falling away. 
Daughter goes to wring it again one day 
And she cries ‘cause the stain hasn’t gone away 
And, alas, what remains... 

Is only a stain. 


Gold and Gold Again 


by Michael Comiskey (sophomore) 


Gold and gold and gold again 
Reaching, finding, little men 
Honest men compelled to wrong 
Golden magnets, drawing strong 
Value placed by beauty ‘lone 
Shimmer, glitter, might unknown 
Precious cautery, cure all ails 
Deceiving, lovely, yellow nails 
Gold and gold and gold again 
Reaching, finding, little men. 


Hooligans (continued from p. 16) 

“It’s her silver!” 

“No it isn’t.” 

“Then what is it?’ 

“| don’t know.” 

“So let’s find out!’ 

“Noi” 

“Dang it, Hutch!” Zephyr bangs his hands twice against his 
temples to tell me how thick | am. ‘‘What’s wrong with you?” 

“Nothing.” 

“Then why don’t you wanna go back?” 

“Because.” 

“Because why?” 

“Because.” | take a deep breath. “Just because.” 

Zephyr’s lips curl up into a cruel frown. “Well,” he says, ‘I’m 


sure Ryan and Willie’ll be glad to help me find out what's in- 
side.” 


At that | tackle him. He’s as big as me but I’m twice as quick. 
In no time at all he’s squirming beneath me, pinned with no 
chance of escape, grass all over his twisted face, madder’n hell, 
looking anything but the picture of a hero. 


Okay! Okay! | won't tell! Get offa me you big idiot!” 


| oblige and (just to change the subject) say, ‘‘You know, Ryan 
and Willie are probably wonderin’ if we’re going to attack.” 


Zephyr sits up slowly. “Let ‘em wait,” he says. 
“Don’t you want to war?” 

“No” 

“Why not?” 

“We always win.” 


Zephyr’s madder than he’s ever been at me or anyone, | can 
just tell. Beside me he pants like some dying cat curiosity’s got- 
ten the best of. He doesn’t even look at me. He wants to kill me 
and | don’t blame him; telling him about the box and keeping 
him from seeing it. | feel meaner than my own big brother. 


“Zephyr?” = 
No reply. 

“Zephyr?” 

No reply. 

“Zephyr.” 

“Yeah.” 

“Tonight, OK?” 
“What?” 


“Tonight. We'll go tonight. Meet me outside the tool shed at 
midnight. Bring a flashlight and a dinner knife and wear dark 
clothes. If she hasn’t moved the box we’ll see what's inside. 
OK?” 

“OK.” 


Midnight’s worth the sleep that’s lost. Midnight’s worth the 
mosquitos. Flat on your grass, eyes fastened to the darkness, 
glazing at stars, glossy palm fronds alive with wind and 
moonlight, it’s another world, a dream with your eyes open, 
sweatier than a nightmare if your imagination takes the wheel. 
Zephyr’s late, as always. The harbor’s song, so far away, so here 
by my side, lonely as mother cat’s moan once the sign’s been 
taken down, brings to mind the lullabies he used to sing, his 
voice a sturdy barrel rolling from my bedside, down the 
hallway, out the front door forever. | was just a kid but | can 
still remember; can still reach up and feel the razor stubble 
softer than any stuffed animal. Midnight makes me think, and 
thinking makes me sad, so | flick on the flashlight for a bit of 
company. It’s not good to think alone. 


| roll over on my belly, facing the tool shed, flashlight leaping 
off the house and lawn and now, the shed, suddenly bursting 
with life, roaches skittering behind hurricane boards, falling 
stunned from the ceiling to the floor, their wings fluttering 
chocolate-brown for a powerless second as they rise and cripple 
in some battered cardboard box. 

In the distance | spot the telltale glow of a flashlight and 
sense Zephyr’s awkward approach. Rising, | slide behind the 
tool shed and stick the flashlight, lit, in my mouth; my face the 
phosphorescent-orange of a floating Jack-O-Lantern, the maze 
of veins in my cheeks poking out like a bloody cobweb. 

Zephyr rounds the shed’s corner. 

“YA” 

His feet jolt motionless in their path. 

“Scared ya?” 

He shakes his head. 

“You've got the stuff | told ya?” 

He nods his head. 

“The flashlight?” 

He holds it up. 

“The dinner knife?” 

A quick sparkle of light. 

“You're awfully quiet.” 

“I’m tired,’” he yawns. 

“No you’re not.” 

“Then what am |?” 

“Chicken.” 

He straightens up immediately: ‘“Not.”’ 

“OK, then,” | say, “let’s get a move on.” 


With Zephyr’s eye the way it is, | figure I’d better lead the 
way. Once again, we take the backyard route. Not that anyone 
would see us in the light of the street, it’s just that our adven- 
ture is secret so our path must be as well. At first Zephyr lags 
behind, stumbling here and there over trash can lids and cro- 
quet wickets and worn out Nerf balls caught in various stages of 
decomposition. | slow up for him and we continue. 


Zephyr’s very quiet. What’s with him, anyway? He wanted to 
come back, not me. He wanted to see what was inside, not me. 
The only reason | gave in was because | was certain Mrs. 
Hardenburgh would have taken the box back inside. We’d 
search for it and wouldn’t find it and Zephyr’d call me a liar and 
then we’d head home and what's with him, anyway? He acts 
like he knows something | don’t know. 


“Here it is,” | finally whisper, ‘Mrs. Hardenburgh’s fence.” 
| hop it and Zephyr follows suit. 


On our stomachs now we wriggle like soldiers, elbows flailing 
like fiddler crabs, a sea of brown pink grapefruit and black 
elephant ears parting to let us through. The crawl seems to take 
forever, my regrets for getting out of bed growing with every 
inch gained. Above me, suddenly, the long sharp finger of the 
ligustrum traces my spine and | tremble. 

“We're here,” | whisper. 


,’ whispers Zephyr. 


| pat Zephyr on the shoulder to make sure he’s still there: 
“Feel along the ground for indentations. I'll scan with the 
flashlight.” 


Zephyr swallows like he’s about to throw up. “OK,” he says, 
though it’s obvious he isn’t. 


And then, there it is, right at the knee of my jeans, just as | 
left it. 


“Oh God,” says I. 
(continued on p. 20) 
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Masquerade Defeated 


by Daniel R. Comiskey, Jr. (senior) by Peter Winders (freshman) 
| hold my sanity in the palm of my hand He sat there silently, 
So as to conceal it every now and then, hunched over a mountain of papers and files, 
Without ever losing my grasp of it. not responsive, ever thinking. 
It was as if 


he were in another world, 
totally consumed by his work. 


He just sat there 
pen tightly clenched in his fist, 


Loss his tired eyes bulging 


through the thick glasses he wore. 


by Daniel R. Comiskey, Jr. (senior) Histsihouettaronnthencall 


was that of Rodin’s “The Thinker,” 
with the gleam of many droplets of sweat 
accented by the burning lamp. 


That which appears yours is never so, 
That which exists free is ever so, 
Thus only in freedom lies the choice 


To accept appearance or existence A cigarette in his hand dwindled 

Or unify both without insistence. in the gloom surrounding the circle of light, 
Such is the commitment in freedom .. . and as the smoke spiraled up into the air 
Each time in honesty begotten, the ashes drifted down at intervals. 

Of late, so many times forgotten. Suddenly he withdrew from thought; 


he sat back in the recliner with a sigh, 
lips taut as if he were hopelessly stumped. 


He took a deep breath, 
removed his glasses, wiped the sweat from his brow, 
then buried his head in his hands, defeated. 


Chris 


by Daniel Vilmure (senior) 


Chris is a zulu 

A YAhoo 

A hairdo 

All of the school fools 
Say he’s no fun 


Chris is a lulu 
Laughs like a 
KAzoo 

All of the old rules 
Say he’s undone 


Chris has no mind 

And no sense of time 

Spinz 

Like a marble 

Jumpz 

Like a fence 

Dances like like Dante | wager would have had he been half as tense 


Here comes life in a Big Plastic Bottle Chris iz a spaztic Chris swallerz it 
Chris hollerz loud at them clownz in the street: 
“HEY all you SEEsaws! 
Here comes the CATZpaws! 
Don’t whisper PEEshaw! 
I'll knock ya down!”’ 
Chris spins around 
and 
around 
and 
around 
and 
Chris 


Has no mind at all* 


*Buthecandanceahelluvalotbetter’n’youcan! 
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Scene of the Crime 


by Daniel R. Comiskey, Jr. (senior) 


You rose to the occasion with style, 

A tongue in your cheek and an empty smile, 
With lipstick traces and parting graces 

And a garden full of warm embraces. 

We could have written a nursery rhyme 

Or left a note at the scene of the crime. 


| exited with unusual flair, 

With the taste of salt and a gasp for air, 
Your “kiss me” glances and second chances 
And a pocketful of dime romances. 

We donned our dancing shoes a final time 
And left a tip at the scene of the crime. 
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Hooligans (continued from p. 17) 


“What?” whispers Zephyr. 

“The box,” whispers |. 

“Oh God,” says Zephyr. 

He crawls over to me, his eye fixed on the box with grim an- 
ticipation. 

“You wanna do the honors, Zephyr?’’ 

Zephyr shakes his head. 

“What's wrong with you?” 

“Nothing.” 

“Darn it, Zeph, if there’s something you’re not telling me...” 


This startles him more than my Jack-O-Lantern routine, but 
he doesn’t look at the box or me or anything anymore. He just 
stares. 


“There is something, isn’t there?’ 

He nods his head, his face pale and queasy. 
“What is it?” 

“lkeanckae 

“You better!” 

 H@tens ee aes 

“Zephyr!” 


“Well,” he stutters, running that grimy paw of his full length 
through his hair, “| was thinkin’.” 


That’s a first. “What about?” 


“The box.” He turns his back on the hole and me, then slowly 
speaks his mind, his flashlight flinging dancing branches onto 
Mrs. Hardenburgh’s windows and wall. “Do you remember Mrs. 
Hardenburgh’s cat?’ 


“Pandora?” 


“Yeah. That real nice old tabby. Used to hang around her like 
a pilot fish.” 


“Uh-huh, | remember.” 


“Well, when Pandora died, did you ever see the SPCA truck 
come’n’take her away?” 


“No.” 
Zephyr laughs, quietly: “Neither did 1.” 
My fingers toy with the lid of the box. 
The wind growls with sudden anger. 
Zephyr clears his throat: “Hutch?” 
Fingers begin to lift. “What?” 

“Have you,” he stutters, ‘“ev-ever... 


My eyes are on the back of Zephyr’s head. The lid is off the 
box. ‘Ever what?’ 


“Ever h-heard the... .”, he takes a deep breath, “story of ‘Pan- 
dora’s Box’?”’ 


| nod my head and in the process see there in the box that 
which is silver and matted and gray-grinning fangs pointing 
hideously up and oh my God Zephyr. . . 


” 


“Can we haul ass now, Hutch?” 


Y-y-yessir we can do just that and | scramble to run and trip in 
the damned hole and curse and crawl out and see Zephyr on the 
ground doubled over not in laughter but in something much less 
noticeable he whispers Hutch Hutch Hutch over and over like 
his throat’s on fire and he needs a glass of water and his 
flashlight lies beside him like an extra eye so | turn mine on his 
face, white with pain, eyelids wet red slits, lips stretched taut as 
if they might at any moment tear him in two, now whispering 
my arm my arm my arm and in a moment the light is there and 
there it is. Crawling. Green and nasty and fat with poison. In the 
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glare of the flashlight it contracts and crawls on, a white hill of 
welts left in its path. Bent over | put my ear to his lips and hear 
“damn it Hutch you big idiot get it off me” strained through 
clenched teeth. | straighten, and flashlight firm in hand, swipe 
quick and on target, its many legs flailing upside down in the 
light of the blow. 

Zephyr lies twisted on the ground, his arm hooked behind his 
head, the bloated line of welts bloating more and more with 
every passing second, 

“Zephyr?” 

He’s either dead. 

“Zephyr?” 

Or fainted. 

“Zephyr?”’ 

And either way | have to get him outta here. | bring his arm 
back from around his head and place it on his chest. | do the 
same with the other but then he looks like a corpse so | sit him 
up, bring his arm around my waist, and lift. | drag him one foot 
before he collapses beneath me, his spine as stiff and sturdy as 
the backbone of a Slinky. Zephyr, what am | gonna do with 
you? 

| take off my T-shirt and wad it up like a pillow, placing it 
beneath his head. Now he looks more like a corpse than ever; 
his face as white as a dug up bone, his breathing so slight | have 
to put my hand on his chest just to make sure he hasn’t left me. 
| lie down next to him and start to cry so | swalllow once then 
twice until my throat’s as raw.as a piece of sandpaper and for 
some reason | don’t feel like crying anymore. Zephyr taught me 
that trick. He taught it to me the day Mom told me he probably 
wouldn’t be back. | had walked over to Zephyr’s shabby little 
ten-cents-a-cup lemonade stand and Zephyr gave me ‘one on 
the house’ and told me to ‘drown my sorrows’ in this funny 
cowboy voice he has and pretty soon | was laughing so hard | 
didn’t realize | was crying and he showed me how to swallow 
once then twice until my throat hurt so bad | couldn’t cry if you 
paid me. 


| roll over. | bow my head. Hail Mary full of grace the Lord is 
with thee blessed art thou amongst women and blessed is that 
kid in your womb Jesus this is no time for prayers it’s time for ac- 
tion. | start to slap Zephyr gently across the face, over and over. 
“Zephyr! Get up, Zeph! C’mon, buddy, it’s time to wake up!” 
His only response is a beet-red face so | beat my hands hard 
against my too thick skull thinking Think Think Think! | could 
get Zephyr’s mom but she’d kill him. | could get my mom but 
she'd kill me. | could wait it out until morning but by then it 
might be too late. | could even fetch Ryan and Willie and they 
could help carry him to the hospital and hey Hutch that’s an 
idea, old boy, you got yourself a plan! | take one last long look 
at Zephyr and fly straight from the ligustrum flat into a fat wall 
of flesh and a frog on my shoulder and we’re both dead meat 
though It does not scream (it is night) so It whispers: 
“You! Again! | don’t believe you came back!” 
“Ma’am, it’s Zephyr, ma’am, please listen he’s . . . 
“Shut up! | oughta call the cops this minute—hey! Where’s 
the other little shit? You tell me now or I’Il crack your skull!” 
“But you don’t understand he’s . . .”” 
“You tell me, dammit, or I'll kill you. | swear | will!” 
“He's,” | answer, tired past caring, “under,” now, dead to 
everything, every word, “the tree,” numb, 100% numb, to the 
night, to her frightening face, to whatever has robbed me of my 
sleep and Zephyr his life, ‘“ma’am.” 


She releases me, licks her lips like a lizard spying a blind 
moth, and slinks silently beneath the tree. | expect to hear the 
cracking of bones, but instead hear a startled exclamation. Ina 
dream | see her withdrawing from the ligustrum, Zephyr hooked 
under her treetrunk arms, his feet drawing a zigzag pattern on 
the ground as she drags him past me, across the lawn, and into 
her garage. 

He is gone forever. 


” 


“Goodbye, Zephyr,” | say, and collapse into the soft black 
comfort of the night. 

| awake, rub the sleepy bugs from the corners of my eyes. 

It is Saturday morning. | get out of bed and walk like a zom- 
bie down the hallway and into the kitchen for my bowl of Cap- 
tain Crunch. Halfway there | notice how thick the carpet feels, 
how clean and different the walls seem, how soon the hallway 
ends. Entering the kitchen | see the sparkle of linoleum and 
panic: we have terrazzo. 

She brushes beside me. 

“Sit down,” she says. 

| feel for a chair, find it, and collapse. My back, covered with 
dirt and grass, hisses as | shift in the seat. 


“What time is it?’” | ask, bravely. 
“Six,” she says. 


She is dressed in a large yellow housecoat. It makes her look 
like a circus tent. Here and there clumps of fur and hair (I im- 
agine Pandora’s) cling to the fabric. Her face, though the eyes 
never directly regard me, is younger than | had thought. Old 
lady Hardenburgh isn’t so old after all. Nevertheless, she still 
seems dangerous if pushed too far, or called a bitch, or bombed 
by water balloons. 


“What did you do with Zephyr?”’ 


“1 cut him up into little pieces and put him in my meat 
freezer.” 


If not for her uncontrollable laughter | might have made a 
life-or-death dash for the front door. She has a pretty laugh. It’s 
the kind that’s often funnier than whatever made it begin, if you 
can follow that. 

“Is he OK2” 

“Of course he’s OK.” She wipes smiling tears from her eyes. 
“Didn’t you see him when you got out of bed? He was sleeping 
right next to you.” 

“But last night he looked like he was dead.” 


“And so did you, ya little pecker, when | picked you up out of 
the grass and put you to bed.” 

“So he’s not gonna die?” 

“No, no, he’s not going to die!” She shakes her head and rises 
from her seat. “He wasn’t suffering from anaphylaxis shock, he 
was just scared as hell.’”” = 


“Anaphalaxative what?” 


She pours herself a cup of coffee. “It’s above you, whiz kid. 
Just be thankful this wicked old witch was once an RN.” Sud- 
denly, she wheels around, her voice back to its wall-shaking 
best: But enough explaining on my part, what the hell were you 
two doing digging around in my backyard? And more specifical- 
ly, what in God’s name did you want with my poor cat? You can 
call me a bitch, believe me, I’ve had that pleasure. You can soak 
me with those damned balloons, |’Il recover. But you so much 
as bother or even think about bothering my Pandora and I'll. . . 
falls &” 


| am gazing tiredly, lost in the sparkling terrazzo. | can tell 
she is now crying. She grabs my face between her hands and 
forces me to look at her. It is funny, her eyes and mine, just in- 
ches apart. What | see scares the hell out of me, but what she 
sees scares the hell out of her, too. And what's even funnier, her 
eyes seem caught in their own reflection. 


“Damn it you better listen to me when I’m talking to you | 
said damn it you better listen to me when I’m talking to you!”’ 

There is an embarrassing stare-out, which | win. 

She discards my face and wanders tiredly off through the kit- 
chen door, the hallway entrance, and then, into the Florida 
Room. | follow her at a safe distance, see her sink down on the 
davenport, her face buried in her hands, Pandora’s everlasting 
fur rising in gray clouds about her. She straightens herself with 
sudden dignity when she realizes | am watching. 

“What do you want,” she sighs, sadly. 

“| want to explain.” 


Her hand does somersaults: ‘By all means, by all means...” 


All about the walls of Mrs. Hardenburgh’s Florida Room are 
pictures, They are all different sizes. They are all framed in 
gold. They are all of one man. In some he is old, with an 
unkempt mustache and an overflowing belly. In some he is 
young, with a serious face and a Charles Atlas build. And in a 
few he is my age, mischief in his eyes, just the right size, making 
funny faces at some frustrated photographer. As | explain, | feel 
as if I’m speaking with both Mrs. Hardenburgh and the man in 
the pictures. 


“We thought there was treasure. That was all. We weren't go- 
ing to take it, we were just curious. When we realized it was 
Pandora we felt really awful. Honest. We tried to leave but 
Zephyr was stung. He’d probably have died if not for you, and 
I’m not kidding. | would’ve killed him trying to help him and | 
like him. You saved his life and you don’t even... | mean, you 
had a choice.” 


She laughs, “Oh no | didn’t.” 

“You didn’t?” 

“No,” she says, brushing chunks of hair off hér housecoat, “’| 
didn’t. | had to,” She takes a pair of scissors out of her pocket. | 
catch my breath. “You can go get your friend now,” she says, 


twirling the weapon in her hands, “If you’re half the hooligans | 
think you are, you can slip back into bed before your folks wake 


up.” 
“Thank you, Mrs. Hardenburgh.” 


| hurry from the room and soon am standing by Zephyr’s bed- 
side. There is a pillow over his head and what smells like am- 
monia covering the nasty batch of welts on his arm. They are 
smaller and obviously healing. | shake him by the shoulders and 
listen for footsteps down the hall. 


“Zephyr, wake up!” 
His wounded arm reaches for the pillow and pulls it off. 


Then I see it. A white and glowing globe of a head, complete- 
ly bald. 

“What time it is?’” Zephyr yawns, regarding me with lazy 
eyes. 

“Time to get up, Zephyr.” 

He is very weak; silent as a sleepwalker. | help him out of bed 


and guide him down the, hallway. He bounces off the walls like 
a baby learning how to walk. 


When we reach the front door, Zephyr freezes. He throws his 
head back and studies the ceiling, his eyelids shut all the while. 
| stand back and watch him, curiously. His throat seems to 
gurgle, his arms to twitch, his ears to grow redder and redder. 

“What's that,” he says, “Hutch, what's that?” 

“It’s a ceiling, Zephyr.” 

He lowers his head and laughs: ‘No no no no no—! know 
that. What's the other that? Listen.’’ 

| reach for the silence and hear It, in the Florida Room. At 
first | can’t tell whether she’s laughing or crying, she’s so darn 
secret about it. | guess it’s because she hides it that | even listen 
at all. 

“Hutch,” he says, eyes still closed, ‘Do you know what it is?” 

“Nope, Zephyr. Sure don’t.” 

At this he smiles wickedly: “/ do, Hutch, | do.” 

| open the front door. “Well, then, big shot, what is it?” 


He waddles half-awake to my side. “It’s Pandora, Hutch,’ 
whispers Zephyr. ‘It’s Pandora.” 


Carefully, | lead him down a step and onto the front porch. 
He sways dangerously in the sudden heat, but | manage to 
steady him. As we continue on our way, | can’t help but stare at 
Zephyr’s humbled dome. It’s as soft and shiny as a hard-boiled 
egg, and in the clever orange light of the rising sun, it blushes 
uncontrollably, stark-raving naked to a curious world. 


“Bullseye,” | whisper, “you old bitch.” @ 
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Contentions on Detention 


by Jonathan Parmer (senior) 
with apologies to Edgar Allan Poe’s 
“The Raven” 


Once upon an afternoon dreary, as | sat weak and weary, 

Over many text and script of classically famous bore— 

As | nodded, gratefully napping, suddenly there came a tapping, 

As of someone firmly rapping, rapping | tried so to ignore. 

“’T is my sister,” | mumbled, “rapping at my sanctum’s door— 
Only this and nothing more.” 


How clearly the days of bleak January | now remember, 

As each separate college letter found its niche upon the floor. 

Eagerly | await the morrow;— desperately | tried to borrow 

From this work succor from sorrow— sorrow for rules ignored— 

For now | sit.and write words which make my fingers sore— 
Pain dwells here for evermore. 


And the certain, sad, uncertain whispering of the light-proof curtain 
Thrilled me—filled me with fantastic terrors never felt before; 
So that now, to still the beating of my heart | sit repeating 
“’'T is my sister entreating entrance at my bedroom door— 
This it is and nothing more.” 


Presently my soul grew stronger; hesitantly then no longer, 
“Jenn,” said |, “you brat, get thee from my bedroom door; 


Your incessant, obnoxious rapping has disturbed my blissful napping, 


And so loudly came you tapping, tapping | just can’t ignore! 
And now surely | will rebuke you” —here | flung wide the door— 
Darkness here and nothing more. 


And suddenly, to my wonder, the spell abated which | was under; 
And cold fluorescent light entered in my bleary eyes. 
‘Twas then | realized | had been napping, whilst someone loudly tapping, 
Tapping on the terrazzo floor, some Jesuit insanely tapping, 
His feet quite madly rapping, slapping out a rhythm on the floor. 
Only this and nothing more. 


—— — 


And so | started from sweet slumber, and returned to be encumbered 

With never ending, famous prose, grudgingly | now transpose. 

Unto this paper white and pure, all so that | may reassure 

Some offended teacher of my repentence, and in PH | serve my sentence. 

And now these risks | take to score, a mark against this endless chore. 
Simply stated and nothing more. 


But now the pen of Poe it beckons and my enfeebled mind reckons 

A solution so simple to this hellish chore. 

| shall enscribe a piece of prose, sweet it shall be as the rose, 

And it shall fall, as roses do, into the dust like the dew. 

For it is in this tedious chore that creativity is stifled evermore— 
As excuses are returned ‘‘nevermore!”” 


Once again my eyes do fly off and gaze upon the hands of time, 
While my brain struggles, struggles with the task of rhyme. 
And now the Jesuit slowly paces, glancing out upon the faces, 
Of those confined to this hour-long doom, the souls haunting the room. 
Within their eyes lie the future, schools charged to nurture with lore. 

A task they pass over evermore. 


Now the students sit and ponder which line they last read under. 

And time it creeps along in its sluggish pace to ending. 

And now they race to finish, Poe’s ‘The Raven” to diminish, 

To escape the heavy chains worn, to be from these shackles torn. 

And once again the Jesuit looks, trusting not his eye’s perception 
Keeping wary of deception evermore. 


But my charade | quietly keep, and now | dream of when Ill sleep, 
And wrest my aching hand from the strains of this task. 
We are one, these men and |, until our time passes us by, 
And then we will say good bye, and some will return on the nigh. 
The time to hurry we implore, its very passage we ignore. 

Until at last we pass the door. 


So then our minds and souls are free, you be you and I, me. 
We'll strive to make a better place, with honor and fame to our race. 
To each we seek our heart’s desire, to quench the neverending fire. 
Man cannot live by toil alone. As we wear our hand to the bone, 
We yearn to walk in light once more, to live, breathe, laugh, and soar, 
But still we sit evermore. 

And now again comes gentle Morpheus; he comes as if to rescue us, 

So now my mind embraces him as he leads me away from here. 

The words of Poe sink slowly in, as his raven feeds upon my skin, 

Which hangs in tatters from my frame, which never shows intended shame. 

The ghostly figure of Lenore now gently hangs above the door. 

This is all, there’s nothing more. 


Out To The Elders (continued from p. 7) 


The church emptied and each person stood horrified as Rev. 
Jade came through the crowd. Scrawled on the wall with red 
paint were the words, “GO TO HELL, REV. JADE!”. Upon 
reading this the mob was infuriated and they herded the boys 
against the wall. A burly man came forward and struck Burnie 
with a hand-carved cane. Though he wasn’t a violent person, he 
had been assailed. Burnie tore the cane from the man’s hand 
and as he struck he saw, through the blood in his eyes, the man 
collapse, in a heap . . . dead. 


Burnett was a gambler. Even he knew, though, that there 
would be no bets on his innocence. Not even the dreamers. Not 
even God himself. In his eighteen years, nothing short of a bot- 
tle of whiskey had toppled Burnett Porter. Yet there he was — a 
pompous, fat king and his clown troupe three, and one word 
sent him falling. “Guilty!” sang the judge. He thought of the 
five, now six, empty rooms upstairs at home, of his brothers and 
sisters, and of bassinets and Bibles, pennants and pajamas... 
and mirrors. If he could see himself now he would see his 
mother’s quivering eyes in his head. Mrs. Porter felt as if the 
butcher had just called her number — number six. Her only liv- 
ing child would be sent to the electric chair. The witnesses said 
that the killing was unprovoked, but she was sure it had to be 
self-defense. He was always bad, but never evil. 


The headlines on the Monitor the next day read, “STATE 
BEATEN TO PUNCH. MURDERERS MYSTERIOUSLY 
MURDERED!” The fat pompous king and his clown troupe 
three were found shot in their cell, and no one had seen or 
heard anything. At the services that afternoon, Rev. Pyramus 
Jade stepped up to the pulpit and began his reading. He 
boomed, ‘This is a reading from the book of Deuteronomy.” He 
continued, “If a man has a stubborn and unruly son who will 
not listen to his father or mother, and will not obey them even 
though they chastise him, his father and mother shall have him 
apprehended and brought out to the elders at the gate of his 
home city, where they shall say to those city elders, ‘This son of 
ours is a stubborn and unruly fellow who will not listen to us; he 
is a glutton and a drunkard.’ Then all his fellow citizens shall 
stone him to death. Thus shall you purge the evil from your 
midst, and all Israel, on hearing of it shall fear.” 
— Deuteronomy 21:18-24. He smiled wryly and said, ‘This is the 
word of the Lord.” 


inconsistency 


by Daniel Vilmure (senior) 


a warm web of flesh nestles the neck 

an undressed caress releases the pressure 

a lost loft of light embraces the night 

and unleashed confessions fall measure for measure 


is this the simplistic child Compassion? 
fashioned from passions as rationed as truth 
tossed by a kiss more than bliss ever promised 
calmed by a storm more terrific than youth 


there in the blue blinks the lunar madonna 
never a finer illusion than she 

blushed in the everest shimmer of ivory 
flushed in the fanciful presence of me 


Oh for the miracle mankind deemed Mystery 

masking the vicious red countenance History 

radiant joy and invisible misery 

bathed in the waters of cool inconsisten— 
cy 


Sometimes, Usually, Always 


by Mark Thomas (freshman) 


Sometimes, 
On towering branches of cedar, 
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Men and women live not knowing. In 

Ecstacy they live on 

Towers of faith built upon their desire to live in forever love. 

Insecurity mocks the 

Mortal as he is teased through life and 

Existence is alleviated by the angel of mercy. 

Sometimes, men and women curse and they do not know why or at what. 


Usually, 

Sustenance is provided for the 

Unsuspecting victim of moral revelation. 

After the damage is done, these men and women hold up high, 
Leaving their ignorance behind, or ignoring it. 

Leaving their blackness behind, or forgetting it. 

Yet through the leaves of the cedar trees, they notice. 


Asking little questions and giving fewer answers, 
Laymen act professional and 

Walk away littering the benefits of impressions. 

Always expecting meaningful and moving conversation, 
Young men and women weave their way through life to 
Survive. 


THE KNIGHT OF THE MORNING 


by Mark Thomas (freshman) 


Every morning | wake up, | shave, and | eat breakfast. 
Then | drive to work in my ’65 Ford Mustang, and since it’s 
one of about fifteen ‘65 Ford Mustangs on my block, it’s 
nothing to get excited about. After | get to work, | climb the 
almost endless staircase to the fifteenth floor of my office 
building where my four-walled office is located and where | 
sit for eight hours until five o’clock. Then | go home. 


When | get home, | don’t notice my dog when he jumps up 
and down at my feet trying to impress me. Every day the dog 
stays home and awaits my five o’clock arrival, and every day 
| neglect to notice him. 


After | get home, | sit around the house with a beer in my 
hand, and | might watch television if the spirit so moves me. 
At precisely six thirty, | begin to prepare dinner, | prepare 
dinner at six thirty even if I’m not hungry so | don’t fall off 
the feel of the daily routine. 


After | eat dinner, | watch more television, drink more 
beer, and go to bed. 


So this morning | wake up again. | don’t notice my dog as 
he jumps up and down at my feet wagging his tail and yelp- 
ing at me. | stumble into the bathroom and scalp my face. 
Then | march to the kitchen and hastily pour a bowl of 
Cheerios and a glass of milk. After | get dressed, | walk 
solemnly to my car. Before | close the car door, my dog runs 
outside and stands on his hind legs in front of me. | slam the 
car door. = 


While | drive to work, | think to myself—why does 
everything have to be the same every day? Every day | wake 
up, | go to work, and at night, | come home. But where does 
it get me? Everything is so monotonous and dull that I’ve 
practically become conditioned to the treadmill I’ve turned 
my life into. It’s gotten to the point where nearly nothing 
could snap me out of my trance of boredom. 


So | barely peek over the top of my steering wheel to see 
the road ahead of me. The road is unusually empty today for 
some reason. In fact, I’m the only person on the road today. 
I’m sure it’s no holiday, so | just decide to drive the rest of 
the way to work. 


The morning is beautiful. The air is clear, the sun is just 
coming up, and the sky is cloudless. The morning sun is lazily 
rising up out of the horizon, and | seem unable to take my 
eyes off the huge ball of light. It glares into my eyes and 
keeps my eyes glued to it. While I’m staring at the sun, 
however, a speck comes into view. Just a speck moving 
silently across the dusty fields of California and leaving a 


small trail of dust behind. | stop my car and get out to in- 
spect. | stand on the driver’s side and look over the roof of 
my car to give the speck my full attention. It still moves in 
silence. The speck quickly approaches and grows larger. The 
speck has grown in size, and it isn’t even a speck any more. 
Its figure is shining in the morning sun, but | still can’t quite 
tell what it is. It might be a motorcycle of some sort, but I’m 
not sure yet. It still seems miles away, but | can feel it and 
see it drawing near. The speck begins to take an unreal 
shape. Faster and faster it approaches. It starts to make a 
hard gravelly noise. It grows larger and larger until I’m sure 
of what it is. It halts slowly on the other side of my car and it 
stands majestically in the morning sun. It appears silent now; 
a solid white horse with a knight in shining armor is the sight 
| behold. The sun, growing brighter and brighter, reflects off 
his armor with deep richness as it displays every color of the 
spectrum. We stand silent now. He seems to be looking away 
blankly, even though | can’t see his face through his helmet. 
At last, his clad arm squeaks up to his head with a racket. He 
thrusts open his helmet and exposes his face. It is a dark, 
bearded, and extremely handsome face. He sees me and 
speaks suddenly: 


“Excuse me,” he says in a jolly rumbling voice, “Could you 
please direct me to the nearest service station... . my horse 
seems to have overheated.” 


“About two miles that way,” | say, pointing to the right. 


“Thank you very much,” he says in a robust voice while 
slamming down his helmet. 


“You're welcome,” | say lowly. Suddenly, the horse 
screams and throws its front legs high up into the air as the 
knight pulls his sword out of its sheath and exclaims: 


Hl HO SIEVERN 


The horse quickly shoots off into the distance in the direc- 
tion | had pointed toward the service station | had passed 
earlier. | watch him gallop off into the distance, flailing his 
sword and hollering war cries heartily until he becomes the 
speck he was originally, and eventually, he vanishes. 


| get back into my car and drive the rest of the way to 
work. | look at my watch and see how early it is, which ex- 
plains the lack of traffic, and | drive the rest of the way to 
work as the usual morning traffic settles in around me. Then | 
say to myself—why does everything have to be the same 
every day? Every day | wake up, | go to work, and at night | 
come home. But where does it get me? Maybe I'll take a 
vacation sometime and add some excitement to my life. 
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Blue Meets White 


by Kent Chen (senior) 


In summer the beach beckons 

Where the pure white meets the crystal blue, 
Where white gulls cry against the blue sky 
As fluffy white clouds float lazily by. 

| love to sit here and quietly ponder 

The beauties of such great wonder 

Where waters brush the shell-lined shore 
And the sands keep shifting evermore. 
The sweet salt breeze fills the air, 

The palm trees rustling everywhere. 

And as the blinding sun begins to fall 

| realize | am hot and tired 

And leave the place 

Where air, water, and earth touch 

And blue meets white. 


if 
by Daniel Vilmure (senior) 


strange this If this might-have breath 
change this surely never-wish 
shred its shrouded feather-bed 
dread its deadly also kiss 
If 
it’s a whisper seldom unheard 
If 
it’s an ego’s first wounded bird 
If 
it’s a typically tiffany way 
If 
it may toy with the lips of today 
If 
shall 
always 
find 
a 
way 


Tradition 


by Todd Morris Mezrah 


As generations before have come across the sea 
To carry on tradition and be what they might be, 
| stop and think how special this day is to me. 


Today | am Bar Mitzvah, another link in the chain 
Of father and grandfather before, whose heritage | claim. 


And yes, it would be easy to say that this is my due, 


But remember | must just how hard they worked, so my dreams 


could also come true. 


| pray that from this day forward | will do all that can be done 
To make my people proud of their loyal and devoted son. 


eat Cs call 


Pe iad 


Photograph by Jack McLaughlin 
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TOWN CALLED JESUS 


by Christian Gregory (senior) 


She did nothing to resist. And when she was dead, a pile of 
mangled flesh still in the womb. On the black market, maybe 
twenty dollars. 


He was born. A bright bouncing baby boy, covered with 
blood and not breathing. Slap! Breathe. On the black market, 
forty thousand dollars. 


Across the big pond some baby boys fought with strangers. 
“Hil’” they would say. 


The artist was acclaimed. ‘Such meaning, such fervor, such 
brilliance,” the critics would say. At home the artist pointed 
the sharp needle toward the blue stream that ran down his 
arm. Neato. Boss. Avant-garde. 


The thought had crossed his mind more than once. “Nah,” 
he would say, “it’s not me.” He looked up on Sunday and 
saw a man on the cross. 


“Come follow me,” he cried. “I'll lower your taxes, in- 
crease your wages, and screw some underprivileged while I’m 
at it.” They would cheer. “Off to the convention!” they 
would cry. 


“C’mon,” he would sing, slamming the guitar. “Tear up 
those kittens or | won’t play.” 


“So don’t,” he said alone. 
Rip. Tear. Blood-stained tees. Meow. 


Some big boys went to South America and saw the 
undereducated negroes and mulatto women just dying to be 
subjugated. They felt obligated. 


The artist was scorned. ‘Trash, rubbish, he’ll never make 
it,” they would say. He was home, trying harder. 


For years now, he and Jimmy were friends. 


“C’mon,” prompted Jimmy and the others prompted. He 
followed silently. As if in a triumphal procession, two in 
front, two in back, he walked. The scene conjured up images 
of being led to an altar. He would be judged and offered as 
sacrifice. 


The sun glared on the shiny, off-green grass. It was as fall 
as he. They arrived. Shimmering before him was a beautiful 
pond. His thoughts drifted. 


When his thoughts returned he sensed something terrifical- 
ly strange about him. Everything was blurry and when he 
tried to breathe his lungs got filled more quickly than usual. 
They convulsed, and soon he found that he wasn’t taking in 
air but water. When he rose to the surface of the water, Jim- 
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my and the others were all gone, the grass was newly shorn, 
and the warmth of the sun greeted him. It dried him on the 
way home. 


They and several others arrived at the convention not a 
moment too soon. They cheered and screamed obscenities at 
another held at the same hall. Their turf. 


The artist sat home. The walls were dirty near the floor and 
in the corners. In one corner a spider made his home. The 
canvases propped against the wall showed the development 
of a person, the artist. From early modernist to neo-Picasso 
impressionism to the surrealism that brought him critical ac- 
claim, the paintings all showed feeling, real feeling. He reclin- 
ed. Picking up the small syringe lying on the table, he could 
feel the heat of the heroin still bubbling in the tube. He 
pressed angularly to his arm. At first he winced, the pain of 
the injection and the heat of the liquid biting at once. The 
needle dropped next to the sofa with some others. The pic- 
ture show started. . . 


Jesus stared him in the face. “Okay, I'll give it a try,” he 
acquiesced. 


He reached the rectory at four o’clock. The terrazzo floors 
and narrow, empty halls echoed the click, click, click of the 
approach of a tall, gaunt man. The man stared blankly at 
him. “Come with me,” the voice echoed. The slim figure 
about-faced and proceeded down the corridor. At the end of 
the hall two large oak doors awaited them both. ‘Before you 
enter here,’” he began, ‘‘you must realize something.” He 
remembered the day at the pond. All the pain. “There’s no 
turning back now.” The thin man finished. All the fear. 


They entered. Before them lay a sunken tub, six feet at its 
greatest depth. ‘Follow me,” the man said. As they reached 
the center, the tall man pushed his head under the water. “| 
baptize you in the name. . .” The words became muffled. 
His thoughts raced, drifted. When his thoughts returned, he 
saw the world. It had a new look. Then God approached him. 


“Hi,” He said. ‘’How’s earth?” 
“It’s okay,” he said, “until you realize you're in it.” 


The politician got elected. He kept all his promises, even 
the one about the underprivileged. 


She did nothing to resist. And when it was over, she was 
dead, a pile of mangled flesh in the womb. On the black 
market, twenty-six dollars. Inflation. 


Meet the new Mrs. God. 


The staff of The Lyre. 
is deeply grateful to 
The Dad’s Club 
of Jesuit High School 


for making this issue possible. 
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